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DEAR READER
As you open this magazine, we want you to know that you have walked
into something far greater than you can imagine. This magazine is only
here today because of the dedication, perseverance, and hard work of
those who went beyond the infinite possibilities before them. Every piece
of prose, poetry, art, and photography in this magazine was submitted by
students and alumni of the University of Alabama in Huntsville.
Since joining The Writer's Block in 2016, I have had the honor of meeting so many creative individuals that have pushed my ideas and my writing
further than I could have ever taken them on my own. Through this organization and the wonderful people I have encountered, the person I was
before is entirely different than who I am now. And through this club I will
continue to grow outward, and I hope that I may provide the guidance, the
friendship, and the dedication to writing that was provided to me.
Every author, every artist, every editor, every sponsor, every club member, we thank you. And even you, who read this magazine today, we thank
you too. For without any of you, this magazine would not be here today.
Thank you all for investing in the creative pursuits of our students, believing in the passions we hold.
Sincerely,
Mary Grace Byram
President of The Writer's Block (2017-2018)
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My father knew it was a government delivery
the moment he saw the black envelope. My older
brother Nicholas, who was sixteen at the time,
had just entered the Service draft list. Two pieces
of his birthday cake were still sitting in the fridge.
The little dessert had been expensive, but you
never knew what party would be your last, especially after coming of age. Nicholas wasn't ready
yet. He was still so small and thin; an especially
bad cold could faint him, let alone months outside
the walls in the toxic cleaning committee.
Father tucked the letter away. He knew if it truly was a draft call, he wouldn't be able to hold back
his tears. Mother would need a shoulder to cry on,
not another child to calm. So, he secluded himself to his study, a cluttered room which in better
times may have housed a car and in a year he
would sacrifice to become my nursery. There, he
opened the envelope and braced for the message
to read, "Dear Nicholas Weaver, we the government of the fifth southern American district are
honored to request your hand in creating a better
world for you and your community." But it didn't.
The weight of white roses and a closed casket
lifted from his shoulders.
Instead, the envelope held a contract you
would normally receive only once in your life. My
parent's first had permitted the birth of my brother, and the one my father held then, as gently as if
it were a child itself, permitted mine. It was written on a leathery sheet with a large black stamp
of approval and the governor's signature. Despite
neither him nor Mother recognizing the donor, a
woman by the name of "Mary Sellvin," the person
whose death allowed my birth, the contract was
clearly written to Mr. and Mrs. Weaver. Grandma
called it a blessing. Whether they wanted me or
not, I would have to be born. To be given a life

and to refuse it would be a sin.
And so, I was. A tiny thing with an oversized
head eight-and-a-half-months in the making.
There were so many people shoved into every district that water shortages and poverty were simply
a part of life, yet newborns were increasingly rare.
There were so many new rules being written, and
such a sacrifice to be made to have one legally, that
each became almost mystical. I was so incredibly
precious. That lessened, understandably, as I grew.
My wide eyes never quite settled far enough into
my head; my button nose stretched just a little too
far; my smooth skin became uneven and speckled
in the sun.
And so I was just another person, Asriel Mary
Weaver. A girl who, at nineteen, falls in love with
a man too tall to kiss comfortably and too kind to
pretend he loves me back. My best friend Sarah
dries my tears.
At twenty I lose my grandma to a bullet which
was aimed either at a tin can sitting on a fence
or at an old woman who was taking up too much
space in a too small world. Which, we would never
know.
Twenty-two. I still live with my parents and it is
Mother who reads the letter "requesting" that her
son assist the community. As if we were allowed
to refuse. He leaves alongside Sarah's father on a
chilly day in November. I am all she has now. We
cry together.
Twenty-three, Mother lets me decide what type
of flowers to set on Nick's grave and I choose yellow tulips. They are hard to get, but remind me of
the way his eyes used to sparkle when he spotted
a weakly glowing star through the ever-growing
smog. Only twenty-three and I'm the talk of the
town, already having two contracts permitting a
child's birth within the next five years, but when-

emma kratt
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ever I look at these gifts I can't read past their
names. As much as I know these sheets of pa-

per are worth, I can't help but hate the way the
governor signs her name with a heart dotting
the "i."
Twenty-five, Sarah and I decide to move
into a cheap apartment deeper in the city. I'm
not as sad as I think I should be when I leave. I
hug my parents and promise to visit.
Twenty-six, I don't visit home enough. A man
I met in a library tells me I'm beautiful and I
let him take me home. I feel hot and alive as
if little sparks are bursting in my chest for the
first time in a while, so I let him take me home
again and again. My second contract still has
two years on it, but I don't tell him.
Twenty-seven, he pays for my third abortion and I don't see him again, but that's
okay because I've started feeling more like an
overheated machine than a firework. Sarah
has fallen in love with a nice boy and I want
to be happy for her, but it has become harder
for me to get out of bed and I wish she were
around more. I quit my job at the grocery
store. Mother yells because it took several
favors to get me that job. She calls me ungrateful and useless, but when she leaves the
phone Dad picks up and says that he loves me.
I smile to myself and that night I dream of
stars. Huge, bright lights fly across the sky like
fireflies.
Twenty-eight. I wish I could be special
again. My second contract expires at the end
of the year. I'm not in love but there are plenty
of men who would kill for the chance at a

family. Contracts have become even more
restricted since two major fresh water
providers closed down. Now, you're only
allowed to have one contract in your life,
but my second one was grandfathered in.
It's now or never.
Twenty-nine. Child-sized coffins didn't
used to cost this much.
Thirty. I live in the basement of the
library and work for rent. Sarah moved
in with her boyfriend weeks ago and I
couldn't stand being alone. I've taken up
painting, and the owner lets me cover the
walls. Memories of sneaking out with
Nicholas to stare at the night sky inspire
me. I haven't spoken to Mother in a while,
but Dad suggests I try selling some paintings for a couple extra bucks. Given the
times, I doubt anyone will buy, but I'm
surprised. I guess I'm not the only person
dreaming of stars.
Thirty-two. Sarah and I meet up often. She is still in love and intends to be
married. One day, she'd like a child. It is
not until I have almost completed a new
painting, a few days after seeing her, that
I realize I have traced her face in the stars.
She comes to the library in tears that night
because she and her boyfriend have fought.
Her hands are chilled. The curves of her
lips catch my eye in a way they never have
before. I kiss her. She kisses back. I am
distracted when she pulls away, trying desperately to remember the feeling of her lips
and burn it onto mine. I yell "I love you" in a
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moment of passion as she leaves and she looks
back at me. A shimmer runs down her cheek
and I think of how perfectly she would fit into
the stars, watching over our broken world. It
isn't until she is out of sight that I realize she
was crying.
Thirty-four. I hear their wedding was
beautiful. I go to her house, but she is gone.
Thirty-six. I am ready to go. The sky has
been calling me for years, and I am content to
answer now. I saw her walking on the outskirts of town recently, but I didn't approach.
She looked happy. While I know I can't be
a part of her life, I can give her something. I
would be content to leave the world for her.
No, for myself.
I address the contract to Mrs. Sarah Lin,

Published by LOUIS, 2018

but cannot sign my name. She would blame
herself. So, under donor, I write the first thing
that comes to mind. "Mary Sellvin." I follow
a woman in white far back into the hospital.
The rooms I pass are overfilled with the sick.
A young man lying on a stretcher in the hallway is riddled with blisters and bumping skin.
I think of my brother. There is no help for
them, all of the "community assistants" called
to duty outside the walls. Perhaps their true
purpose was to leave this world, transcending
such so that those still on Earth could live on.
Perhaps that is my mission too. We reach the
end of the hall and the woman opens a door.
I take a breath, then let it go. Into the stars, I
whisper softly to myself.
Into the stars.
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ashlee uhlar

THE OCTOPUS THAT DRANK TEA
The Octopus that drank tea,
The Thing which is Strange,
To you and me -Is entirely separate from the question:
Would you like two lumps of sugar
Or three?
I patiently sit,
As the eight hands with no fingers,
Thumps a silver spoon in a tin cup,
Of a hot, steamy brew.
And a pail laden with sugar pressed lemons,
And a bucket of ice in its transparent
Foggy plastered sheets,
Is held in either of his fists.
He stirs it about like when a limp clock,
Twists when it is upset,
To be rushed,
About how its arrows should negotiate
From up to down…
It stares at me with those black-button eyes,
With no holes to thread,
They seem eternally curious while somehow alive in death.
With one lean the extending hand,
Sifts a comb of honey and… "Plop"
The basket weaved entirely from bees,
Lands in the hot basin of tea with a little splash,
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And settles in the bottom of the open pot.
The octopus stares at me.
I suppose I should drink,
It seems only polite.
There are other fish that sit beside me,
I offer them one of the berry scones,
And with their silent, murmuring lips they look up at me.
But alas the crab drove his dagger arms,
Into my fingers,
And I dropped the scone with a tiny shriek!
For him this was his catch,
That he laughingly scarfed away.
The octopus shook his head,
Disgust has no intruder when it is,
Expected to come either way,
Its lack of surprise is surely its only gift.
I nod in agreement,
Of the wise-old sentiment.
So I tip my cup to my host and company,
I sip a while,
And then a little while longer,
With a bending of the wrist…
It seems as though once my cup is finished,
I will no longer be in attendance,
Of my gracious, fellow members.
Then I see the octopus,
Bat an eye at me,
I think it was a bit of a wink.
Maybe one, two, or three…
These imaginings seem to blend into a tepid churn,
Of the foggy air we breathe…

Published by LOUIS, 2018
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But this makes no difference to me.
I will go and see the Octopus and friends again,
They will top off my cup,
It will always be full.
You know,
There were plenty of wise maxims said,
In the eyes of those,
That somehow know -The difference between eternal curiosities,
And the exhaustion of a tarried heart,
That concludes too quickly:
It was all but a wistful dream,
Too foolish to be believed…
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Order. The director maintains order. Order is
needed. It is essential.
But what if there is no order? Can chaos be
maintained? Can it be directed?
"All right folks, let's get a move on," the director
shouted, his voice struggling to maintain fervor
as it was absorbed by the insulated studio walls.
"Searchlight's only giving us thirty minutes for
these reshoots. Steve McQueen needs this place
later today and apparently he's better than us."
The director strode across the barren warehouse floor, letting the door slam loudly shut
behind him. His name is Mike. You've probably
never heard of him. As a matter of fact, nobody
has. Not yet anyway.
Before him stood a single-bedroom apartment,
minus two out of four walls and a ceiling. Outside
its solitary window was a wall of bright green
fabric which, through the magic of technology
and desperate graphic designers working unpaid
overtime, would become a kinetic yet completely
lifeless vertical slice of downtown Atlanta, Georgia. Superimposed on this domestic facade were
two actresses in casual tank-tops and sweatpants,
a much older man in a rugged, workmanlike outfit
and a black ascot viewing them from behind the
lens of a camera, a grip in khaki shorts and a white
t-shirt who stood next to a freestanding floodlight
and was honestly just happy to be there, and a nervous, overdressed young woman rocking back and
forth on her heels and clutching a neatly bound
stack of paper about thirty pages deep.
One of the actresses, whose sweatpants were
navy blue, uncrossed her arms and made direct
eye contact with Mike as he approached the living
quarters. The other, whose sweatpants were
light gray, stared at a prop bookcase filled with
blank books with unmarked spines. Such was her

boredom that she contemplated arranging them
into a less random and more aesthetically pleasing
pattern of colors, if for no other reason than to
have something make sense that day.
"Remind me again why we're reshooting these
scenes, Mike," the former requested. "Your excuses never fail to make my entire day."
"Because," he replied, stopping just short of the
carpeted interior, "someone decided it would be
a great idea to hang up a full size wall mirror that
the entire crew was reflected in, Rob!" He shouted
the name of the film's production designer as if he
were actually there to stand accused.
"Rob's in Maui," the man behind the camera
matter-of-factly interjected.
"Thanks, Roger. I know Rob's in Maui. I hope
he gets eaten by a fucking shark."
"Is it Rob's fault that nobody noticed it until
after we'd wrapped filming?" the actress prodded
further.
"Well, Stephen's not here either, so it might as
well be Rob's fault." The editor's absence was only
one of an increasing large number of problems
that Mike was desperately attempting to block
from his mind. All they had to do now was shoot
the three apartment scenes again. 17 minutes of
footage. 30 minutes to do it. Three pieces of a
seemingly infinitely large puzzle.
"Fuck both of them. Let's just get started. Melissa, bring me what we got." Mike maintained his
gaze on the set and pointed off to his right at the
young woman holding the papers, who noticed
that she was being summoned and made her way
to the director's side in a hurried succession of
abnormally short steps.
"Yes, sir, here's the script for the first scene," she
just as quickly replied, removing a few pages from
the top of the stack and handing them to the director, only to meet his clearly confused gaze burning

james shelton
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a hole in the space between her eyes.
"Who are you?" he bluntly said.
As tenuous as this interaction with the director would be, it was significantly more than she
had expected, and she attempted to recall her
interview etiquette. As a young, professional, she
would need to make a good first impression.
"Melanie Adams, sir. I'm your new script
supervisor." She extended her hand for introduction, dropping the remaining pages of the script in
the process. She retracted her arm and scrambled
to recollect her belongings. The director returned
his vision to the set and met her with further inattentive questioning.
"What happened to Melissa?"
"You fired her, sir." Melanie answered as she
shuffled the papers back into their correct order.
"Well, that certainly sounds like something I
would do." In reality, this detail had only compounded his sense of general disarray, but he
chose to dismiss this issue on account of it being
orders of magnitude less pressing. He instead
began to scan the pages of the script he had been
given.
"All right Melanie, for your first task as script
supervisor, answer me this," he said, as if he
hadn't already done nothing besides asking her
questions. "Where is the dog?"
"What?"
"The dog. We need the dog in this scene." He
pressed his finger against the pages of the script
with increasing force. "Chances are, the trainer is
outside of my office, where I told her to wait for
my assistant, who, as I've just now learned, is you."
His lips formed a smile, hiding clenched teeth.
He was dangerously close to compromising the
structural integrity of the script.
Order. The director is meant to maintain order.

https://louis.uah.edu/writers-block/vol3/iss1/1

Order is needed. Order is in short supply.
After a desperate double take from the director
to the door, back to the director, and back to the
door, Melanie spontaneously dropped the remaining pages of the script in the lap of the camera
operator, who had very little interest in correcting
her at this point, and took off.
"All right then," the director continued, following a long and tortuous exhale. "Let's continue
then, shall we? Lisa?"
The actress, whose gaze had not broken from
the bookcase the entire time, was violently ripped
from her meditative state. "Huh? What?"
"Lisa," the director began, his tone softening
to an uncharacteristic degree, "we're all sorry that
you couldn't get the Ms. Marvel role, but I really
need your head to be in the game right now."
The director's confusion began to prove conta
gious, as Lisa became struck with a paralyzing
sense of perplexity, and a reasonable concession
to his sympathy seemed so far removed from the
current state of things that she simply couldn't
help herself.
"Mike, what the fuck are you talking about?"
The director's face went blank. "Was that not
you?"
"For Ms. Marvel? Are you actually serious right
now?"
"Oh." The director nervously began rubbing the
back of his neck and his sightline shifted downward toward whichever of the millions of identical spots on the floor could maintain his attention
long enough for this entire incident to be forgotten. "Must have been some other Lisa I guess."
An icy silence spread through the warehouse, and
for ever a fleeting moment, all was still.
"God damn it! Where is that dog?" The director's outburst managed to thaw the restricting
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air and the fever pitch persisted. In response, the
grip, an observer whose existence had all but gone
entirely unacknowledged, pulled the pin of a live
grenade.
"Why do we even have a dog in this movie?"
With the heat and ferocity of a thousand stars
colliding into a screaming leviathan of burning
gas, the room's atmosphere imploded into an
inescapable cosmic vortex, over the edge of which
all light and matter is devoured, the director's hand
outstretched, as if forcefully willing the wind from
the naive young man's lungs and setting it ablaze
with the sheer kinetic energy of the furious vibrations of his fingertips.
The door slammed loudly against its conjoined
wall. Melanie dashed in, clutching in her arms a
blonde Welsh Corgi named Rufus, whose breakthrough role awaited him on the cutting room
floor. Behind her was the trainer, a rather large
woman in a yellow plush coat, whom the short
sprint back to the set had rendered very out of

Published by LOUIS, 2018

breath.
"Places, everyone!" The vortex regurgitated the
stars and, in a brief scramble of celestial motion,
the night sky returned to its undisturbed, albeit
slightly traumatized state.
"I have the dog, sir." Melanie said, with Rufus
now held vertically in her outstretched arms, his
cheerful face indicating a complete and total lack
of situational awareness.
"On the couch, please. Thank you, Melissa."
"Melanie, sir."
"Thank you, Melanie." The director's voice
resembled the sound of broken glass falling onto a
hard surface.
"OK, reshoot, Scene Four, in three, two-"
"The dog just pissed on the ottoman."
Chaos. The director maintains chaos. Chaos is
everywhere. Chaos is inescapable.
"Fuck it. Action."
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james rogers

A HUNT
I stalk my prey in dusty groves.
In silent, shaded ways it moves.
Its scent is intoxicatingly elusive, its form lovely.
There! The darkling creature shadowed lies!
I, fierce predator, creep forth through aisles
Of quiet wood in slow expectancy. Slaver drips from my hungry maw.
A leap! Dusky hart, so fleetly you fly,
But I your better! Bright claws tear cruelly
In flesh. Lurid blood flows from many grievous wounds; liquid life spills on still,
soft ground.
The crimson life-blood is nourishing to me;
The meat of its body fills me with fierce joy.
I slake my thirst on gouts of blood. My ravenous mouth is gruesomely stained
with violent red.
Yet lo! Up from consumption rises the gentle
Beast! Tall, proud, and whole it stands; a burning candle
Shines forth from the ivory sockets of its eyes, bespeaking excellence and glorious wisdom.
Unblemished and immaculate, yet forever changed;
I perceive its innermost parts, for I have consumed
Them. I have feasted upon the fibers of its existence, glutted upon the substance
of its virtue.
I bask in the radiance of the beast, awestruck with wonder.
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How changed I have become! The Light from the beast's eyes
Shines through my soul; my parts are suffused with exaltation!
I rise to stand beside it, and behold! A glorious sunrise
Bathes the quiet dusty grove in beautiful light!
And the light thereof is as the light of the beast, overflowing with
Excellence, beauty, love, wisdom; all the highest virtues of the world
Realized in the majesty of Dawn!
Come, O Fount of Knowledge!
Let me feast upon thy substance, that I may know.
Let me devour thy inmost parts, that I may understand.
I will rise with the Sun,
I will soar amongst the clouds of the Sky,
I will plunge into the depths of the Sea,
I will wander the heart of the Forest,
I will rest my head on the grass of the Meadow,
I will conquer Mountains,
I will eat the secret Fire.
O written word! Wellspring of all good things! How wonderful you are to me!
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Blank. Empty. Space.
No one thought it would happen. Thought it
would end. Not so soon, at least. The City-State
had barely begun the numerous projects for its
people. It was fairly new, only existing for close
to a century. And while it lasted, the world flourished. It advanced technology enough for deepsea cities and for the citizens to live in these cities.
The cities. They were beautiful. They took years
to construct, and they were perfect. Nearly indestructible. The towers were made of diamond
mined from the core and decorated with the
infinite pearls littering the seabed. Along with the
pearly floors were the coral reefs. They glinted
with all the colors of the rainbow when the sun
hit them just right. And the people mined these
reefs, carefully, so to allow their gardens to still
be beautiful while also reaping the benefits of the
coral.
Oh, the people, the citizens! Synthetic biopolymers. That was what the scientists called the
material coursing through them. It allowed for
the citizens to survive under extreme pressure,
to breathe below water. The people with these
polymers were the ones living in the submerged
suburbs, keeping the waters safe, clean, beautiful.
But on the surface, something went wrong. The
non-synthetic citizens were angry. They caused a
riot. They would get their biopolymers, they could

move into the new cities soon. They just needed
to conduct more tests with the citizens currently
living in the cities. But the non-synthetics were
impatient. They rioted, they held strikes, they
attempted assassinations. It was a messy place on
the surface. Accidents were bound to happen.
In fact, it had to be an accident. It just had to be.
One of the scientists miscalibrated the core. He
was stressed, worried. One of the rioters had
threatened his family. So, yes, it had to be an accident. The stress of the job, yes. The miscalibration
caused the core to over-heat. A nuclear meltdown.
The surface, as it was the most vulnerable, was
the first to go. Its cities crumbled, leaving only
rubble and ash behind. As the radioactivity swept
across the nation, the people alive after the initial
meltdown soon perished. Soon, the toxins seeped
into the ocean, poisoning all life it came into contact with. They citizens in the oceans slowly died
off, leaving no one to care for the cities. No one to
keep the waters safe. For one of the underwater
cathedrals was home to civilization's most dangerous weapon. They called it The World Killer.
No one was certain of the weapons capabilities,
and no one lived to find out. With no one caring
for the weapon, it eventually went off, destroying
itself and the world with it. There was nothing
safe from its total destruction, and it left nothing
behind. Nothing but blank, empty, space.
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damien moore

YOU SAY
You say
I don't love you
But I have something to say
I love you
Way too much
To the point
Of your existence
Yourself, seem dismissive
Other people judge you
They're fools
That don't understand your love like I do
Pretty, Smart, Sexy, and Cool
So awesome
Like a blossom
Two different planets
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trey cornelius

PASS HIM A BISCUIT
Be Thou my vision.
For Thou are the one true King.
Enter Thy courts from the gates of Heaven.
Forever and a day a new song will bring.
Open the eyes, the eyes of my heart.
So that I may see the light from the dark.
Take my hand, O precious Yahweh.
Show me Thine hands where they made their mark.
Bear me gently, calm me like a shallow river.
For I've almost lost my way.
The feeling of Thine presence; O the drafty quiver.
You came in and saved the day.
Aye, the Lord of sea and sky.
I will keep you in my heart.
To know the reason as to how You died.
‘Twas so we could make a fresh start.
Start a fire with me.
Warm the heart from the inside.
Show me the way far beyond the sea.
I'll run to Thine arms open wide.
"Surely, they will hear me now."
Those noble words You proclaimed.
Hide me away, perhaps somewhere in Mindanao.
Almighty Lord, the fire has been flamed.
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Oceans rise and thunders roar.
Soar with you above the storm.
Wrap me kindly and remember me what for.
I need Thee to keep me warm.
O, my loving Jesus.
Sweetest name I know.
My warm embraceable Father.
Keep me singing as I go.
Singing, fellowships, joy divine.
An everlasting arm to lean on.
No reason for anyone to deny.
You're the reason I sing along.
The Lord God Almighty reigns.
As it says in the Bible, so explicit.
Thou have removed me of my several chains.
Praise the Lord and pass Him a biscuit.
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I gazed down the firebreak, a great scar slicing
through the crowded underbrush. The trees filled
the edges of my vision and truck tracks rutted out
the once briarous path. This darkness was only
temporary as the other guys would come by with
a pair of loppers once the season ended. Eyes
fixed for a sign of movement, I writhed in the
squeaky camping chair. I felt the trees shudder
at the sound of this protest. The wind whipped
my face as though I had incorrectly responded
to its catechism. My eyes watered, and the long
shadows down the trail smeared like wet ink. The
spiny branches of the trees waltzed in time with
this gale, and their dropped leaves joined in from
the ground. I nuzzled my chin deeper into my
mottled jacked, rubbing my chapped and lifeless
hands together.
Usually, squirrels would clomp around in
the trees while turkeys, rabbits, and song-birds
joined them in a dance. But, today, only the biting
wind and the grey bones of the trees welcomed
us. Then, above the crackling leaves, I made out
a squirrel scampering to my right. I felt my heart
begin to beat again in anticipation of seeing something alive. But, just as it neared me, the squirrel
must have stopped. I was left staring at the empty
firebreak again.
I hadn't seen anything alive since I'd climbed
up the creaking ladder into the stand, reaching
down to loft the rifles out of Doug's hands so he
could join me in the wooden sepulcher. My mom
married Doug after we moved from Georgia. He
quickly usurped my grandpa in the role of father
figure. It started with trips to the hot, dusty lot of
the rifle range and fell into trips into the densely
scarred forest where we sat with our rifles silent
by our sides and just took it all in.
The stand rocked in the loose earth on the side

of the path as the wind battered its planks. The
roof, a tattered and fading imitation of a tarp,
hung heavy with yesterday's rain. As I watched
the trail, the shadows continued to dance and
lengthen, but then a spot of stillness appeared
like a stumbling dancer. I hefted my rifle onto
the warped frame in front of me and leaned into
the scope. I stared over the old balcony with these
makeshift opera glasses, in awe at the faulty dancer. Its white tines curved from its head like a bone
crown fit for the king of the underworld. It lifted
its front foot, testing the trail gracefully to pass off
its error. It took another, more confident step to
again slip into the trees' rhythm.
"Look," I whispered to the wind with my eye
trained through the opera glasses.
Doug twisted his neck to look down my lane,
and looked through his scope at the deer. "Take
off your safety."
My teeth chattered as I clambered to remove
my left glove. Doug grunted encouragingly, and
I tentatively placed my eye behind my once-opera-glasses, and flicked the safety. I lined the
crosshairs just below the target. I took a long,
deep breath in, sliding my finger onto the trigger.
I started breathing out, and the deer twitched out
of time, and so did I, yanking the trigger back. The
rifle threw itself into my shoulder and the sound
of the wind was replaced with a metallic whine.
I looked back at Doug and he nodded gravely as
he prepared for our wait. In the half-hour we sat
for the deer to die, the trees stopped dancing and
the shadows consumed my view. I packed up my
things before we climbed down from the elevated
tomb, my flashlight shining on my bone-white left
hand as I grasped the rungs.
Doug’s light bobbed in front of me as I trudged
behind him with my lamp lighting our boots.
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We walked to where it had been standing and
searched until we found the spot of red standing out against the green leaf of a bramble. This
splotch led to another and another, drawing a trail
of red through the underbrush which led us to
the glowing orbs ahead. I wrinkled my nose at the
smell of rot as I slipped the rifle off my shoulder
in the event the animal was somehow alive.
"It's a gut shot," he mumbled, grabbing one half
of the now dull crown. I hesitated before grabbing
the other half, helping him drag the mass across
the dead leaves until we reached the trail. He
dropped his half and marched off in the direction
of the truck.
The sound of the door shutting cut through
the darkness and the sound of the engine dying
calmed the earth. The tailgate fell open to reveal
what the bed cover hid underneath. I could just
make out a fragment of the ashen crown in the
light of my lamp. I leaned in to get a better look as
Doug snapped on his mauve colored latex gloves.
They seemed so clinical and familiar, as though
their soothing purple should account for the
absurdity of my situation. We lifted the animal by
its legs and hauled it to the base of the chain as I
struggled to lift my end of the steaming mass. We
set the legs down under the field dressing station
with gentleness despite the gruesome work.
Doug motioned for me to fetch his tool bag
as he grabbed the rusty hanger from the workbench. I slogged the red bag back to the bench
before dropping it at my feet. I trembled as I dug
through it in search of the knives. He shook his
head as I tried to hand them to him. I looked at
the sharp blade in my hand and Doug pointed to a
rear leg, indicating that I cut through so we could
slide it onto the hanger. I grimaced as I sliced
through the thin space between the two leg-bones
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and then slid each leg onto the metal bar. Doug
slowly turned the wench, hoisting the deer to the
sky with each resounding click. From my place
kneeling on the ground, I witnessed this grotesque
ascension with a horrific sense of pride.
Doug began slicing away at the deer's skin,
peeling it back like the skin on a grapefruit. He
handed me a different knife so I could assist him.
I turned my head as I cut into the flesh and tugged
on it, hearing a soft ripping sound as it gave way to
the meat underneath. Beyond my task, there was
just blackness as the wind began to pick up again.
I try to imagine a view of the sunlight, but this
purgatory fills my head again.
Instead, I gazed down the firebreak, a great scar
slicing through the crowded underbrush…
fix
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james rogers

I THOUGHT I SAW IT ONCE
I thought I saw it – Once.
If I did it was different than I supposed
It would be. And the
Place, too – Very strange it was –
It appeared on a simple
Country road, in the midst of
Nothing in particular. And when
It appeared, it was – How to say it? –
Plain, I guess, is right. It was
Plainer than I thought it
Could be. And yet – Somehow –
It drew the eye. Not with –
As one might say – Plumage, or any
Particular ornament, yet I perceived
A certain grace in the lines of
It, some simple charm in the
Front of it, and some dignity in the
Back. And, as I looked, I thought –
In not so many words, you understand –
That I should like to reach
Out and take it in
Hand, to see if it should like to
Remain with me. But I did not,
For as I thought these things it passed me
By, and it felt wrong to turn and –
As it were – pursue it. Good taste, I think,
Compelled me to stay my course, and
It passed me by in one side, fairly close, but
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Not too so.
But, I think, if I should ever see what I thought was
It again – and it seems to me as though I
Shall – I may stretch out my hand, and
See what occurs. Or I might not. It had, as I
Recall, rather sharp teeth.
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brittany durham

THANKS TO YOU
It's the first day of a new school year,
And I'm carrying all my pain inside me.
Unfamiliar, blurring faces sit around me,
And all the air is slowly being taken from me.
The trees that I left behind,
Still swing their goodbyes to me.
The marks made by all the poisoned hands,
Begin to fade away in the noise.
"Hi!" you said to me so enthusiastically,
It almost choked me with blinding light,
But then I learned your name,
And felt something start moving.
To the unusable and fractured me,
Still lost in those eyes that sparkled,
My purpose for living, even though still unfound,
Is a destination I believe I can find,
Thanks to you.
I never shared all my pain,
But I couldn't stop laughing with you.
It's been about six years and counting,
And now I can't see a world without your presence.
The sound of your voice,
Has started to fade away.
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But the nebula born inside of me,
Still has traces of what you left that day.
"Hi!" you said to me so enthusiastically,
It almost choked me with blinding light,
But then I learned your name,
And felt something start moving.
To the unusable and fractured me,
Still lost in those eyes that sparkled,
My purpose for living, even though still unfound,
Is a destination I believe I can find,
Thanks to you.
Saying "hi!" so enthusiastically,
To a fractured and hidden you.
I'll send out a wave of blinding light,
To make your destination not just another dream.
Even if your wishes don't come true,
A nebula will create many more.
While leaving all those painful things behind,
An infinite resolution will extend before you.
"Thanks to you."
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"That's funny."
Commander Kenneth Lewis lowered his tablet
and looked over at Lieutenant Moore. His tactical officer didn't usually mutter to herself, so
whatever had piqued her interest was probably
important. Lewis pushed himself out of the command chair and strode across the TFS Chevalier's
bridge. The Lieutenant was so lost in her console,
that she jumped when Lewis asked, "You find
something interesting, Lieutenant?"
"Sir, I don't know," Moore replied. Her display
shifted until it showed a section of space near
the second planet. "I think there might be an EM
source there, but I'm not sure."
"A ship?" Lewis asked, idly reaching up to
scratch his chin in thought.
"Possibly sir," Moore replied in an uncertain
tone. "If it is, they're trying awfully hard to stay
hidden. It was sheer luck that I caught this."
Lewis continued to study the plot, working
through scenarios in his head. They were well
within Federation space. The chances of an
enemy ship making it this far past the frontier
fleets was slim at best. So when Moore made
her announcement, Lewis almost dismissed the
possibility of an enemy attack. Then his years of
training and experience made him rethink things.
"Can you make an estimate on how likely that's
a ship?"
"No sir, not with the take I have," Moore replied almost dejectedly, "This could just as likely
be backscatter or debris."
Lewis let his mind race once more. If it was
a ship, then it was most likely unfriendly1. Any
allied ship would have announced their presence
on entering the system. Crossing his arms over his
chest, Lewis said, "Run a trace, and let me know if
you see anything else."

"Aye sir."

Captain First Rank Ivan Duvane stared at his
chief combat officer with a troubled look. "What
do you mean we've been spotted?"
"Sir." the man replied, "One of the Feddie
destroyers has been pounding our area with active
sensors. It was a miracle they didn't spot us outright." Duvane grunted in displeasure, his face
creasing in thought. The Syndicate ship Highpoint
had been sitting in this system for two weeks now,
covertly observing the Federation shipping movements. If they had been discovered, then all of that
work would have been for nothing.
"Are you certain?" Duvane asked.
"Not fully, but it's very likely," the man replied,
"It only a matter of time, captain."
"I understand," Duvane replied. "Can we fight
them?"
"Possibly. I do not think we could do it without
taking damage though. Not in a fair fight at least."
Duvane felt a predatory smile creep across
his face as the beginnings of a plan formed in his
head. "Then lieutenant, we'll just have to make
sure that it isn't a fair fight."

Lieutenant Sarah Moore was lost in her display.
The feed from the Chevalier's suite of sensors
were displayed in full. She could see practically
everything in the system if she so wished, except
for the thing she was looking for. The phantom
contact had disappeared without a hint that it had
even been there. Which was starting to make her
question whether or not it was real. She was about
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to request launching a recon drone when her plot
shifted.
Two dozen red triangles appeared without
warning, and the sharp note of an alarm began to
sound. Moore was so surprised that it took her
several seconds to process what was happening.
When she finally did speak, her voice was far
from confident, "Missile trace, multiple missile
traces."
Commander Lewis snapped up, eyes burning
with sudden alarm. "General quarters," he shouted. The blaring of the general alarm was almost a
forethought as the officers on the bridge sprang
into action. "What's the source?" Lewis barked a
moment later.
Moore's hands flew across the display as she
queried the ship's computer. "Multiple sir. At least
four distinct vectors."
Lewis' face creased in thought, and he fell
into a disconcerting silence. "Bring up the missile
defense, and Mrs Moore." Moore looked over
her shoulder at her captain watching as his face
shifted into a stern mask. "Find me something to
shoot."
There were twenty-four missiles in the first
salvo. All of them heavy shipkillers. Those missiles had been designed to take down full sized
capital ships. A destroyer like Chevalier could
take maybe two, three if she was lucky. Destroyers
weren't designed to take punishment on the nose
like the heavy units, they were designed to never
be hit in the first place.
The first part of the ship's defenses triggered
as soon as the computer registered the hostile
missiles. Electronic jammers and decoys began
to flare around the Chevalier, creating a cloud of
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sensor ghosts that would hopefully distract at least
some of the incoming missiles. The second step
was the ship's counter missiles. The swift darts
blasted into space in rapid succession, lancing
towards the incoming strike. The space around
the Federation destroyer pulsed with nuclear fire
as missile struck counter missile. The very last
part of Chevalier's defense were her point defense
lasers. The small lasers slewed rapidly, tracking as
many of the incoming missiles as they could, and
destroying them every time the beams of coherent
light could be aligned on target.
Chevalier's defenses were good, damn near
the best for a ship her size, but there were a lot
of missiles in space. This time only two slipped
through. One detonated harmlessly off her stern
doing nothing more than scorching paint and
blowing away sensor pods. The second hit, however, was much more serious. The nuclear tipped
missile slammed into the hull just forward of the
Chevalier's engineering section. The blast tore
hull plating and ripped up conduits throughout
the section.
On the bridge Commander Lewis looked up in
surprise as the lights blinked out. The power conduit feeding the bridge was one of the casualties
from the hit. It took almost five seconds before
the backup kicked in and brought the lights back.
Damage reports were flooding in from all over the
ship, and from what Lewis saw of things, they had
been damned lucky. The damage they had sustained was heavy, but it was repairable. And the
casualties were blessedly minor.
Lewis brought his thoughts back to the tactical
situation. "Do we have a target yet?"
"Sir, as far as I can tell, those missiles just appeared out of nowhere," Moore replied in consternation.
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"That's impossible," Lewis barked in reply.
"Sir, they came in on four distinct vectors, and
unless there is a fleet out there hiding under our
noses, then I don't know what happened," Moore
explained. Missiles appearing from nowhere.
Phantom ships that were there but weren't. This
was shaping up to be one hell of a day.
Lewis sat up abruptly as realization struck.
"Mines. They planted fucking mines."
"Sir?" Moore said, looking at her captain as if he
were crazy.
"Missile boxes," Lewis explained, "Launchers
that can be set adrift and fired well clear of a ship.
All the ship has to do is send the go code, and the
launchers do the rest."
'That would make sense," Moore replied, mulling over the thought in her head.
"It has to be a light ship then," Lewis continued
running down his train of thought, "That's the
only way they managed to stay hidden."
"Sir, how do we find him?" Moore asked, eyes
focused on her captain.
The ghost of a smile began to spread across
Lewis' face. "We'll just have to flush them out,
Lieutenant."

"So why did we waste all our missiles then?"
Duvane shouted. The Commander took a moment
to visibly compose himself before ordering, "Get
us out of here before the Feddies spot us."
"Sir," someone shouted. "Missiles, incoming."

It had been a gamble. They still hadn't known
just where the other ship was, just where it probably was. However, when one sees that many
missiles flying towards his ship, the first instinct is
to cut and run. Which was exactly the moment the
decoys shut off and the supposed missiles disappeared. The Syndicate ship didn't have time to
enjoy its reprise, however, because seconds later,
the real missiles came tearing in. The shattered
remains of the ship hung on the main display for
everyone to see. Lewis leaned back in his chair,
thankful that the ordeal was over.
"Send a message to fleet lieutenant," he said.
"Boy do we have a story to tell."

Duvane was clenching his hand so tightly,
that his knuckles were bone white. "What do you
mean, they're still up?"
"Sir, they intercepted all of our missiles," the
weapons operator replied shakily.
"We fired five pods at them," Duvane said, an
edge of steel in his tone. "Are you really telling me
that Feddie missile defense is so good that a single
ship can stop all that?"
"Sir," the operator replied in a sheepish tone,
"We've never seen this before."
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mohammad alim

NUMBERS GET HER EXCITED
Splendid Rosalind was not but sixteen
When her brother passed away from the blight.
While her family fled from being seen,
Young Rosy glowed in a world without light.
To distract her from the world's misery,
All patterns came to delight her so well.
She twisted them, shrouded in mystery…
Passion became her ticket out of Hell.
When all of it passed, though no one knows when,
"I'll be an engineer!" she exclaimed then.
Chess was her good sport for satisfaction.
She could beat anyone practically
The cost of genius was social actions.
She could prove it mathematically.
She'd reply with insightful things to utter:
"Infinity is the greatest thing,
Thought the ancients about the world's nature.
Yet, now to think that, one must be joking!"
However, here we stand, now yards away
From the first day of the rest of her life.
I could see in her eyes all that dismay
She had endured in prior years, the strife.
She kept, of course, with what she first sighted.
What's new though? Numbers get her excited.
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hannah thomas

FOLDED
Step One: Mountain Fold
I lie in your lap,
steady streams of light
glancing off your glasses;
strips of sunshine
fall on my face
as I fold, four creases
and you inhale, exhale
so steadily, so strongly
and I thought there was
nothing better than being
here with you.
If that had been an eternity,
I would never be sad again.
Step Two: Valley Fold
I miss the sunshine.
It storms constantly,
violently, and I
cry like the clouds.
Flip fold crease bend;
I feel myself falling apart
inch by piece as you
press me into my place.
I wilt within, watching
as you drain me of my joy.
Days like these are
few and far between, but
I fear more and more
the oftener they come
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Step Three: Base
"Let's start over,
back to the beginning.
Let's be friends.
(Pretend that it's ok
to treat things like people
and people like things)."
But how do we be
friends if we couldn't
even be lovers? Listen,
I can't look at you
and smile sunshine
like I used to.
In the beginning,
I didn't know
how much it would hurt
to care.
Lesson learned.
Step Four: Crease
Brace myself under burdens,
bow my head to hide burning
shame. It hurts to breathe,
and I inhale, exhale
dreaming of days
where I don't
fear flowers or
cut skin on creased edges.
Again and again, and again
I rise, I fall, I force
myself to feign life.
I tear paper-thin,
but I start over again,
and again and again.
Every day is an effort,
and every night dies
while I weep.
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Step Five: Fold
Pressed flowers crinkle
in clean cut pages;
crisp day dawns,
and I buckle beneath
a weary world.
I know my place now.
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EVERY MAN WHO MADE HIMSELF
INTO AN ISLAND SANK INTO THE SEA
Every man who made himself an island sank into the sea.
Turns out we need each other, you and Me.
After all the days we spent alone
Locking our bedroom doors so tight
It was all too easy to shield our eyes
When we opened up the door to let in the light.
Yes the world is frightening, and the seas of change are dark
But if you leave the world behind you
You're gonna damage your lonely heart.
Every soul so locked away would shrivel up and die
In the ocean of this life, we need each other, you and I.
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mary segal

EPITAPH EPIGRAM
The Fates pull taut a scarlet thread
And with a snip-the man is dead.
Can anyone escape the Fate
Of a date, a dash, another date?
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damien moore

HOPING THAT YOU’RE OUT THERE
Hoping that you're out there
Longing for your voice
Need to hear the vocals
That will speak
Out the words
Longing to hear them
How sweet
And never sour it was
Something's now amiss
Sounds are now faint, fading away
Wherever you are
Hoping to see you one day
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mary segal

THE FLIGHT
I grew wings to escape th' earth
Broke casket-cocoon with rebirth.
Yet, wings grow weary; vision blurs
Ea fades; she withers obscured.
Between my shoulders, strike your blow:
A final gasp! Now I will go.
Bleeding aloe; this I offer you:
Do not mistake the harm you do
Yes, I allow your pin to pierce
My autumn colors, soft and fierce.
You'll feel my flutter. Know my pain:
For I shall never fly again.
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kimberly ferguson

AUBURN WILL RETURN
Auburn will return
So all the Alabama fans
Will soon learn that
The games about survival
Alabama's our rival
But watch our arrival
We will make it
The ball we gonna take it
And run this season
Has just begun
We are doing damage
We have an advantage
We are like thunder
And will make you wonder
Why we refuse to go under
Soon as we get on the bus
With Gus we prepping
And stepping our game up
And repping our name up
We lost a few
But we have a crew
To help us earn
So learn that
We will return.
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trey cornelius

WINDOW BY THE CLOSED DOOR
Close the door and lock me behind it.
I was hoping for something more.
Hide the key so I'll never find it.
And I'll just lay here in agony on the floor.
Everything happens for a reason.
Yet I'd sure love to know why.
Nothing stays the same no matter the season.
How can I help you to say goodbye?
I chased them away with the torch of a lit candle.
Ran far from all my fears.
So much for nothing I can't handle.
Now I'm having a hard time holding back tears.
I got past the fact that you had to go away.
You already got what you wanted.
O falling star from your supernova sky.
Saved me for a rainy day so I don’t feel haunted.
Silent as stars and bravery is the key.
You had the guts to run.
Seeing a red blur to the point I can't see.
Someday we'll find our place in the sun.
Scars heal, glory fades,
But then you didn't want me anymore.
Live, learn, yet never forget.
I can see through your window by the closed door.
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She's all you've ever wanted.
And soon you'll bring down the noise.
In my face, with her, you've uppity flaunted.
I'm new at playing games with the big boys.
"Why did you go to her first?" you ask.
How else can I get your attention?
"Consider the damn source" for each and every task.
And yet all I got was rejection.
Hopes and dreams to chase after.
And you put me on the shelf.
I was never good enough for you.
You only care about what's good enough for yourself.
The deep rushing river, a rock tied to my ankles.
You always make me the bad guy.
How much longer am I gonna be a prisoner with shackles?
I think it's time for me to fly.
I'm standing in the dark because the lights went out.
Because your pain and frustration ensued.
Two roads diverged greatly, so go your own way.
But please know, I forgive you.
Some couples relate better with other couples rather than someone who is single.
Left me burdened with such a heavy heart.
However, I was the one who eventually learned to mingle.
I had to learn how to make a brand new start.
Close the door and lock me behind it.
You don't have to hurt anymore.
I'll find my own way because there's always a way.
There it is, through the window by the closed door.
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katrielle wulff

THE MEDIOCRE
I am a gray to match the cement that infests my veins.
Slow and
If I do not move, I never shall, doomed to become an underwhelming welcome
mat for all to tread on.
I fear not of failure, but of the mediocre,
the remarkably unnoticeable in a sea of special snowflakes,
unique to the eye
but all the same in a flurry.
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katrielle wulff

CUCKOO
I am a cuckoo bird,
born into the wrong nest,
and as I grow,
I master the robin's song
and I eat all her worms.
Her other children suffer
while I, surrogate, flourish;
And when I'm all grown,
I will fly away to sing my own song
and leave her nest with only
broken eggshells.
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hannah thomas

RUBICUNDIOR
Red Dahlia fades into fall;
Sangria sloshes in clinking glass,
Old lace folded in an oak chest.
Black and white photographs on yellowed vellum; SWITCH
Prom, wedding, graduation, funeral.
Nostalgia for the good old days.
White frosted cherry cake at country weddings;
Gold filigree twines around garnets.
Lips blotted onto starched white linen.
Crisp leaves, sharp tang of rust, crackling bonfire;
Manicured nails tapping, dignified.
Dry wood and decanted merlot.
Silent tears slip beneath her immaculate lashes
As mahogany returns to the earth.
I wish your heart had been enough.
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susan duron

WHO

A being understood by no one,
Yet understanding of all.
Exempt from social graces
Walking past these deadpan faces
How am I to fare?
When all that surrounds
Become as inconsistent as a desert mirage
As time passes in leaps and bounds
Statues slowly gather round
Of kindred blood and that of strangers
Do impart a sour flavor
Leaving graves in the heart unmarked
Untied, Adrift, so far apart
Better now, to be alone
Than forge deep bonds that must be mourned.
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mohammad alim

NIETSCHE PICKLE
Created with very blessed vinegar,
This marvelous universe is divine.
A pickle is quite the same as it were,
Granted, that we here are about to dine.
Yes, spectacular ownership so gives
Us whining humans purpose in it all.
If each being that we indeed own lives,
We shall tower, magnificently tall.
Christendom is gone if that God is dead,
Yet, His raving pickles haunt and grieve on;
Each is always bred dead inside and led
On to believe it is not just a pawn.
Pets, carts, material proofs - ah, so green,
Yet invisibly meaningless: unseen.
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